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Summary:
Andrew has a Freudian slip and calls out his sister’s name while having sex with another girl and it all goes downhill from there. Takes place before the quarantine.

Notes:
If you’re here you know why you’re here…otherwise, well uh…sorry lol.

These characters have one of the most awful dynamics I’ve seen in fiction in awhile and I’m unfortunately here for it.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
The buxom, green-eyed strawberry blonde in front of him lifted her head from his cock with a satisfying slurp and a giggle, looking up at him with siren eyes.

 

“Why’d you stop?” He asked her gently, stroking her hair thinking for a moment about whether or not he’d sleep over at her place tonight. It was tempting, but he knew that his sister Ashley would probably throw a fit and trash his room or something.


Deciding that she wouldn’t keep him locked up in the house forever,  Andrew had agreed to go hang out at an old friend from high school’s place tonight only to find out later that his younger sister, Amber who was the same age as Ashley would be joining them as well.  

 

Apparently, she’d been a bit down since a recent breakup and after a few drinks and some friendly banter, it became clear that his friend was trying to set the two of them up which was a little weird to  Andrew who wouldn’t dream of purposefully leaving Ashley alone with any of his friends. Seemed disrespectful. 

 

Andrew didn’t mind Amber though. Actually, she had caught his eye back in school, but he didn’t dare talk to her cause of- well…



“You ever had someone ride you reverse cowgirl style before?” She asked, drawing him back to reality. 

 

“Not until tonight I guess…” He said with a bit of a nervous, but eager smirk.

 

Amber rode him good. Like really good. He found himself holding back as not to cum too early. In no time though, he was grabbing her waist and ramming her down onto his lap, grunting and breathing heavily as she moaned. God he had needed this.

 

“Oh fuck.. Leyley..” he murmured, nearly clapping his hand to his mouth soon after, hoping she hadn’t heard that. The sudden, almost painful stop to her movements though indicated the worst.

 

“Umm what the fuck ?” 

 

“Did you seriously just…say your sister’s name?”

 

God no. This couldn’t be happening. It only ever happened in nightmares, but not real life. 

 

“Hell no. I didn’t say anything! I mean- I said your name...”

 

She dismounted him, with a disgusted snicker.

 

“Yeah, no. My name sounds nothing like that. I’m not stupid you know.” 

 

“That’s hella gross, dude. Like my brother would sometimes joke around that you and your sister had some weird thing going on, but I never took him seriously!” The look on her face was contorted in both disgust and amusement. The kind of face someone would make after hearing something so outrageous that they wouldn’t be able to keep it to themselves. No doubt, this girl was gonna tell people all about this.

 

Fuck you, Ashley. He thought to himself. Even when she wasn’t around, she seemed to follow him; ruining his life. 

 

“Look just..it wasn’t…you did not hear that correctly okay! It was an accident! Let’s just continue, I was having a good time!” He nearly pleaded, grabbing her wrist to urge her back on the bed.

 

“Soo I didn’t hear you right, but it was also an accident? You know you’re not making any sense now, right?” She began to put her clothes back on. 

 

“Sorry, but that turned me off big time . Like umm yeah, excuse me I guess for not wanting to fuck some incestuous freak?” 

 

Needless to say, a bridge had certainly been burnt that night. His friend didn’t even drive him home. Left him to walk. Whatever. That guy had willingly handed his own sister over to a guy friend to fuck which was pretty messed up. Amber meanwhile was a bitch just as well for running off to gossip to her brother like that. Fuck them.

Slamming the door behind him, he went to look for the damage Ashley had likely caused so he could take his anger out on her. All of this was her fault after all. If it wasn’t for how weird and creepy she’d always been around him, if it wasn’t for the fact that she’d often just change her clothes right in front of him without warning, he wouldn’t have..-


Huh?

 

Entering their room, he was a little surprised to find Ashley sleeping peacefully in her own bed with the lamp light still on. Her bra strap hanging down, revealing some of her cleavage. 


The room was dimly lit, but it seemed as though she hadn’t actually destroyed anything. A little further inspection of her face though, and he saw streaks of mascara on her cheeks, her hair still in a ponytail as well revealing that she had cried herself to sleep. 

 

Her crying was always so annoying, but at times it stirred something inside of him too. Especially knowing that she hadn’t trashed his room or hurled his PlayStation at the wall like last time. She had held her anger in for once he supposed, or maybe it had just been sadness. He could never admit it, but he was glad she had gotten upset over him going out. It would have felt so uncomfortably strange if she hadn’t. 

 

A part of him wanted to lay down next to her and hold her close, but another part of him felt unusually awkward about the warmth of her body being so near him, reminding him of his resentment toward her over ruining his night.

 

If someone tries to seduce you, it turns you on. It doesn’t matter who it is. Instincts can’t distinguish. That’s why he thought that way about her. Occasionally only though! And it wasn’t his fault! There was nothing wrong with him. She was the one who was fucked up always taking her clothes off in front him, sitting on his lap, straddling him.

 

With one more glance at his sister, he turned off the light and let himself drift off into nightmareland.

 

“Wake up Aaaandy!” Her annoying voice rang in his ears only for him to find that she was grinding against him in her polka dot bra and- no panties.

 

“Ohhhh fuck AAaaandy!” She squealed, an impish grin on her face.

 

“That’s what you wanna hear, isn’t it?”

 

“You wanna hear me moan so bad, you listen in for hints of it in my regular speaking voice, you fucking perv.”

 

She lifted the covers to reveal his manhood, springing out eagerly before sliding it in, sending chills down his spine, making him moan in anger, despair, and release.

 

“Ahhh uhhh fuck me Andy! Fuck me hard! Fuck my brains out big brother!”

 

Her voice was so annoying, it made his cock twitch inside of her, igniting something sinister within his soul.

 

The next thing he knew, or she knew rather, he had pushed her off his bed in a flash only to pin her down on the floor, yanking her bra off and writhing his hands around her slender, white neck, watching in a sadistic, almost detached sense of awe as her face turned a different shade, as he entered her.

 

After seeing her face get a bit too blue, he finally released her to marvel at the marks he’d left around her throat, watching in cruel satisfaction as she coughed and gasped, a look of shock, anger and delight in her face.

 

No matter what though, he couldn’t stop ramming into her. Not until he heard her squeal and moan, begging him for more like he knew she wanted. Then again, maybe that’s what he had to do if he wanted to see her get desperate…

 

“Don’t you dare stop! She pouted as she pulled him down with a force, putting his cock back inside of her on her own, trying her hardest to ride him from underneath, digging her nails into his back as he sucked on her neck, hoping to deface her with hickies. 

 

“Goddamnit..fuck…I fucking hate you Leyley....but you’re so fucking hot…I hate what you do to me, but I love you too... ” He felt himself approaching climax, holding her tight.


Ashley smiled triumphantly as she very carefully moved his hand underneath her shirt, trying not to gasp as he immediately grabbed her boob, getting her nipples hard and sending chills down her spine. Not just from the sensation, but the words he had just said as he dry humped her in his sleep, her ass pressing into and wriggling against his hardon. 

 

Hey, I had merely woken up and thought I might as well check up on my brother. He’s the one who got all handsy when I tried to be the little spoon and innocently cuddle a little. I didn’t do anything wrong. I’m the victim in this. Like, I’m the one who’s technically being taken advantage of here. 

 

She thought to herself with a giggle as she slid his hand underneath her bra and closed her eyes. Andrew meanwhile groped her intently with one eye open, aware that he wasn’t dreaming anymore. Whatever. No one needed to know. Not even her. 